THE MAGNATES

"Why haven't you come in your cocked hat?35 he cried, thumping
Lartois on the shoulder.

And he straightway announced the great news he was in process of
celebrating.

"He's ruined^ you know, your friend Schoudler; washed up, flattened
out, finished! In a week's time you'll see a notice on the door of the
Avenue de Messine saying: 'For Sale/ And everyone'11 say: 'It's
Maublanc's revenge.7 Oh, I shall be ruthless! They haven't a penny
left. They're trying to scrape together a few millions to keep their
sugar-refineries afloat. And they came and asked me for them, asked
me, the fools! They're washed up! Finished!"

"Very odd, very odd indeed/' thought Simon. "Supposing I tele-
phone the news to Rousseau straight away. Where have I seen this man
before? Oh yes, at La Monnerie's funeral." And he automatically held
his empty glass out to the waiter.

"Monsieur," Lulu went on, suddenly addressing himself to Michel
Neudecker, "if you have any shares in Sonchelles, or the Schoudler
Bank, or any other holdings in those bandits' concerns, sell out, sell out
tomorrow. I'm giving you sound advice. There's going to be a first-
class smash."

Michel Neudecker, his face grey and tense, his eyes sunken, gazed at
Lulu with distaste and made no reply. "I'd like to blow peas at his
head," he thought drunkenly, remembering a pea-shooter he had
owned in childhood.

Lulu tasted the champagne and made a sign to the waiter.

"Take away this concoction!" he said. "It's filth. Bring Mumm
Gordon Rouge at once. I'm host, Lartois, to you and your friends! I
feel in royal mood tonight. Well, and how are you? And where's your
cocked hat?"

"Oh, you're the kind of chap I like!" Simon suddenly shouted to him
across the table in a voice so altered that it made Madame fiterlin
start.

And he held out his hand across the table to grasp Lulu Maublanc's
long, bent fingers.

"And I like you very much too, young man," replied the latter. "In
the first place, you've got a large head, which distinguishes you from
other people, and I like that. Have a cigar. I can see we're going to be
friends!"

"That's it, that's it!" cried Simon. "We've both got large heads and
large hearts too!"

His eyes shone bright behind his tortoiseshell spectacles, his hair was
in disorder and his neck felt clammy.

"Simon, you're drunk," Madame fiterlin said in a low voice.

"Not at ail, not at all, I'm never drunk, I never have been drunk.
I'm happy, that's all. Of course it's very surprising to see anyone happy!
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